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Uranias Temple: 


SALYR 


Upon the STL E NCT Poets. 


} Eneath the Foor of proud Pernaſſus Mount, 
Water d by the Eternal hallow'd Fount, 
Whence th' inſpir'd Siſters, the whole ſacred Nine 
Deliver all there Oracles Drvine : | 

A Pile their ſtands, ſtupendious Work, erect 

Like Theban Tow'rs, Poetick Architect ; 

Spacious the Walls for the large Quere they bear, 
For the whole Delphick Hierarchy there. 

Eternal Spring on this bleſt Temple waits, 

Laurel the verdant Umbrage round the Gates. 


Garlands of floury Sweets perfuns, x Ayreg. 
Our faireſt Britiſh ROSE the Fave el 


How rich, how all magnificently Great 
The Tow'rs and Pinnacles of this. proud Seat, 
Enough the monumental Fabrick ſtand ® 
Erected by the MUSES Artiſt-hands;  } :. 
An eaſy Coſt, nor Wealth can want, nor States 
Raisd by thoſe Fawnders eyn whole Worlds erate. 


A 3 Around 


(2) 
FORer? the Columns in fair Tab/et-parnts _ 
Hang the aig Portraits of Tranſlated Saints, 
Moſarck Faces al ; and all enroll'd 
Are boly Numbers writ in Leaves of Gold. 
The Io Peans to the! Dead;, \: + 
Inauguration Songs to th' Heav'n-crown'd Head, 
Incenſe is all the Alcar-Offrings, here, 
A = fragrant Stgh, or Virgms Tear, 
Or more-rare all-Phenix Spices, LOVE; 
True Turtle Imocence, the Halcion Dove, 


So ſeldom ſeen below, and ſo bigh-priz'd aboye. 


The vious Rites that tune this peaceful S phere 
(For Harmony's the whole Devotion here. ) 
Are Anthems, which exalted Raprtures raiſe 
Or to ſome G OD, or God's Vicegerents praiſe, 
Crown d Heads ; but Crown'd heads s only, the True Race 
Of the Celeſtzals, where each beavenly Grace, 
Religion, Prety, dart their brighreſ} Ray, 
Virtves that light and warm'the World they Iway ; : 
The whole Drvinity they .repreſent : 
Bleſſmgs too ſeldom to poor Mortals lent. 
True Copies of their Great Original, * | 
Our Songs rare Theme, and honour' d Wonders all. 


One ſacred Vault aloks the Tent le held, 
A Cacket with uncotnmon Reliques Id. 
To K ING'S by their own'Fames embalm'd, the Hainb: 
mm Grace and which ri ig room . . 

O IICh Imperial Duſt carl on os 
pergoyn=+ allow'd "Bird fs chere: 7 
And 'tis but juſt, Omg Ne ae Stare 


The Royal Trump * alU In Thorn'd Wie 
The Poet lodg' 4 fo near” gh of boy 2M ; 


Beneath he Fl Fee of thoſe Bak, Lives he ſings. 
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The Goddeſs of this Roof, ( for Oh no lels 
Than an Immortal muſt this Fane poſſeſs ) 
{URANIA of the All the moſt Divine, 
| Does here in her whole Soveraign Glory ſhine. 


'Twas here, (when, lo, the fatal Call was giv'n, 
That that Far SOUL, the brighteſt Spark of Heav'ri 
Albion's divine Promethean muſt aſcend, 
And to Eternal Day new Luſtre lend:) 
As the Apollinanry GOD beheld | 
A BEAM which might ev'n his own Charit gild, 
A winged Mercury t Urania s Shrine, . 
He ſent to ſummon the whole ſacrcd Nene. 
Th' Etherial Parſevant, what though he rod 
On Lightning as he flew, a poſting Ged; 
The Mufca! Divan was fat before : | 
8 ſwift Great MA RT's Trump the Eccho bore, 
From mourning Thame? to thi murmuring He/:con-ſhore. 
Now all th' Enthuſsaſtick, Quire begari 
In Notes that up to Heavens high Fl rant. 
No poor Lucinas to that 'aſj Ma 
No Powrs were call'd that Þoetr ' © infuſe. 
The great wnſtudied Theme. {0 well to thoſe 
Conſenting Raptures, ' willing Numbers roſe : 
MARY alone. could theit Inſpirer be, 
The very E1FE they ſung all HAR MO NT. 
Nor was this Royal Hyzn to Light all bound 
T* Urana's Walls alone : Th' aſcending Sound 
Was hear'd aboye ;- hear'd and repeated too, 
Up to her own Third Heay n the Muſes gh Region? flew z 
Both Qures. united Song, Nay, and. to fl 
The ſacred Chaztry with'more ,V oices ſtill; | 
Ev'n the moſt humble pooreſt Shepherd Breed 


Taught by the ſoft Alexzs well-run'd Reed, | 
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Their Great PASTORA ſung; on every Tree 
A Chorus, the whole Grove one Rapſod ie. 

The mournful Ph:/omel ſat warbling there, 

Nor wants a Thorn to wake to ſuch an Ajre, 
Around her a whole Neſt of. chanting Throats. 
Ev'n the aſpiring Lark, with thoſe rich Notes, 
Above the very Clouds bears her proud Wings, 
To mount, if poſſible, up to the Thewe ſhe ſings. 
MARIA's Song { to breath her Oracles 

The Heavenly Truths, her wondrous Story tells) 
A Theme, that evn inanimate Woods might move; 
Make every Tree a whole Dodona's Grove. 


But whilſt this Unrverſal Quire thus fill'd 
The Del/phick God (that great All-Eje.) beheld, 
Pleas d with the mighty Rites ; as he look'd round, 
A ſullen Knot of Tongae-tred Sons he found-: 
With Rancovr choak d their Muſe all peechleſs lyes : h 
'Tis true, a ſp:gbtful Smale begins toriſe; | 
For their whole Souls {ſpeak only through their Eyes. 


Þ Apollmary Heads, M-duſa-dreſt,, 


The Grin, the His, whok Gorgon Snakes their Creſt. 
All true Atheman ; for the Muſes Spring F. 
Has thoſe Night-birds that hoot as yboſe: that. fa. 
Not that a cloudy Iqnorawce had veild - © 
Their ſhaded Senſes, or their Silence ſeal'd : 
But obſtinately Mutes ; and ro their ſhame. I 

A murmuring Race, no-ſtrangers to:that FAM E. 
Thus ENVT, though a Fiend of inet, 


Does {till Heav'ns ever neareſt: Bor vell ; 
Where Virtue builds her Throne, ſhe digs her Cell 
Tis true, not one buit a erue Mulſulnar, - 
(So high their mad propherick Phantons ran, ) 
Waits th' opening Clouds, a-Mecha-pulgrins Ape 
For wondrous Reſurre&ions.a}l a-gape- 1, 


To 
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(3) 
To their great Dagan Hecatombs divine 
Are all too ſmall : But to Maria's Shrine 
Not their own Brother Camn's lean Sheaf they bring ; 
No, not an empty ſtubble Offeraag. 
To Truth and Howour they're Nwyurants all : 
Not one bent-knee to thoſe /oarb'd:Names mult fall; 
But to warp'd Laws, ſtrecht Oaths (all Homage due) 
Th old Coronation Cobweb-Lawn \tll true, 
There with a keen Toads Eye, and a Larks Weng, 
They only want th! old Maud/ Quire to ling, 


This Chaos-brood, the Sons of Diſcortent, 
Made up of every jarring Elment, 
Ajſham'd, I dare not ſay, (that [ir.mger Grace 
A Bluſh was never ſeen in ſuch a ace ) 
With a d:ſdarnful Scorn from this bright Quire 
To their own darker ſullen Cells retire. 


\ A Houſe there ſtands where once a Covent ſtood, 
A Nurſery {till to the old Covent-Brood : 
This ever . hoſpitable Roof of yore 
Sign of th' old Ofiris bore, 
A fair red 15, Izeroghyphick-faur ; 


For all the {uck/org Wits oth Town mlcht there. 
This long © lanaick, that had paſt 


Full many a bleak Winters ſhaking blaſt, 

At laſt with Age fell down, {ome Ys Carfuſuo, | 
Sham'd and quute daſht Ph + 4%:9:5: 0h Nj 
Dropt .out.: modeſty, (a5 ; uppole ) 

No! daring face the _—_ bright ROYAL ROSE 


Here in ſupiner $rate, twixt reaking Tiff, 
And fumigating Clouds of Funk and Wirf, 
Snug in a nook, his dugky 7 rus, fits - 


A Senjor Delphick, 'mongſt the minor Wis ; 
_—_C True 


(6) 
Fear'd like an Indian God, a God indeed 
True Indian, ſmoak'd with his own native Weed. 
From this oped mouth, ſoft Eloquence rich Ment 
Steals now and then a keen well -hammer'd Har, 
Some ſharp State-rallery, or ain Squint, © 
Hard-midwiv'd Wit, Bitths by flow Labours ſtopt, 
Senſe not profuſely ſhowr'd, but only dropt. 
Sometimes for Oracles yet more profound, 
A titillating Sonner's handed round, 
Some Abdication-Damon Madrigal * 
His own ſowr Pens too overflowing Gall. 


I mult confeſs, in pure poctick Rage, 
Bowd down to the old Moſzh of that Age, 
His {trange bigorted Muſe our wonder ſaw 
Tuad to the late great Court-T arantula. @ 
What though WOFN OUr 1N Pleaſures, old and ale 
The reverend Outly ſculke within the Pale : 
It was enough like the old Mahomet's Pidgeon 
He lured oO Bread, and maskt into Religion, 


Had that, now ſitent, Muſe been but ſo kind 
As to this Funeral Dirge het Numberiyoin'd, - 
On that great Thenie what Wonders had he told: 
For though the Bard, the Quilt s- not-grown old, 
Writes young Apollo fill; with his whole Rayes \ 
Encircled and enricht, chough not his Bays. © © 
Thus when the WREATH, fo long fo juſtly due, 
The Great M ECENAS'from chofs Brows withdrev. 
With paih he ſaw ſuch Merit ſunk fofar, 2 © 
Shame'd that the Dragons-Tail ſwept down the Star. 


| Not that the Conſcienceſhack/e tied/fo hard” © 
Bur had he been the Prophet, as the'Bard, - ©"! © 
Prognoſtick'd the dimmteve '{lendet' Birth ' 
His Sev'n-hill'd Mountain-labour has brought forth, 
= | His 
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His fore-ſeen Preczpuce ; that Thought alone 

Had itopt his Fall, ſecur'd him all our own : 
Free from his Hypocondriack Dreams he had {lept, 
And {till his unfold Eſau's Birthright kept. 
'Tis chus we fee him /ift, thus mourn hi Fall : 
T hat fingle Tet alone has ſullied AU, 


So have I in the Muſes Garden ſcen 
The ſpreading Reſe, or blooming Jaſſmane ; 
Once from whoſe Boſome the whole Hy/a-train 
TY induſtrious Treaſurers of the rich Plain, 
Thoſe wingred Foragers for their fragrant Prey, 
On /caded Thighs bore thouſand Sweets away 
Now ſhaded by a ſullen venom'd Gue 
Carkerd and ſvoied o're © a Spider's Nr 


His Sweets thus ſowr'd, what melancholy Change, 
What an :U/-naturd Lour, a Face.ſo ſtrange, 
His Life one whole long Scene of all Unreſt, 
And airy Hopes his thin Cameleon-Feaſt; 
Pleas'd only with the Pride of being preferr*d 
The ecchoed Voice to his own liſtuing Herd, 
A Magiſterial Belweather Tupe 
The Lordly Leader of his Bleattng Troop. 


Methinks I hear ey'n his young Pupils cry, 
We write a Junor MARPs Elegy ! 
For full Third Days, and Lips good {tore and hearty, 
Our Work's to trim, : not. diſoblige a Party. _ 
What, ſhall we draw our Pens, engage our Quills 
In ſuch a Cauſe; and drink our Diſh at W:/'s ! 
We dare no more. hang out, no more diſplay | 
A blazing Rhime that does but /ght that way, 
Than he a Candle on a King W1 LT's Day. 
For Poetry, alas, on this occaſion 


Is ten times worſe than an I/lumination : | | 
C , Tis 
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Tis downright to betray! our Neſs, meer Nonſenſe; 

Like Clodpates Fider ſing agai our Conſcience. 

Tis true? onr of meer ſhame we rig in Blacks; 

The modiſh Whitehall Ervery on our Backs ; 

But let not that dark Badge make the Court-tools 

Think they have Carverts of us: No poor fools, 

To tell the truth, we wear this ſable Dreſs, 

For good old Luxemburgh, t young Quren Beſs. 

But now I talk of Wills, do not: think 

That we come there for 4: r Coffee drink ; 
: 'Tis true we ſup our Dith :" But how ! We take 

The Turkiſh Liquor for the Turkifh ſake. 

Lewis and Mabomet in Leagues Divine 

Are th' only Gemin: 1n our Zodack ſhine. 

Party per pale alone our Coat adorns, 

We own no. Croſs, but what the Creſcent horns. 

However ſhould we feel an teh of Verſe, 

To hang forme Couphets on that Royal Herſe ; 

On ſuch a ſubeft -. Deacf! What cam we ſay? 

You know our. Genus lies. __ 00 

Religzon and grave bY 0 Tis AltPhle 


Virtue and Pity are not 

tures of 2. = "OO 
The Stage has felt her 
For Gratitude our Ritbvick hiever” 


The ſaturnine dull F, 
ncils nefe'cat! pane; 
The Theatre, and the 
Nay, ſome of Us 
But to that Charmer We FEED 770 
Beſides Great MART ittthe BY,/oor Wir nk 


Are what our atryer 
True, we have yak that ſhin Sm, warm 
4 : bs | Y OMe, I, | | 
Have caugh "pen FAG 
7 A Royal Grace 6 
As leaves us all xd-n0 a Beg 
Can no- more reach—=Oftr Yalthr lits more fit 
For little Jenny Crontw®l In the PH > 
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For Jomets to ſome Phyllzs of the:Grove 
Conyey d $ odaparts kind Vehicle of Love ;, 

Some ſoft -ſumer,, Miſs ;- ay, mart 
Our Pegaſus can ſwoop at NY A Garry MM 


Theſe Da#rines our young Sullniſts preach round, 
The Texts which their ret Silence nd, : 


But why the Doter of their Chair, why Thou 
Their great. Rabbinick Yaice thus filent roo? 

Cou'd Noll's once metcar Glories blaze i fair, 

To make Thee that all-proſirqte Zealor chore? 
Scrange, that that Fiery Niſe cou'd- boaſt that Charney, 
Thy Myſe with Pry Seraphick-raptures warm! 
And our fair 4LBION Star to thine fo bleak, 
HER radiant Influence ſo chill, ſo weak! 
Gorgd with His riotous Feſtival of Fame, 

Cou'd _ weak NoanFhs pale at MA RT's Name! 
Or was thy funtor pallat e- More canize, 

ga now in Tears « go Jpeamſo and more fine! 


IL ne Neto 3 $10 Ty ing ſtore -- 
ply ea a9 more 


the churlyz-- Ex 
”; T's a free Fs rg 

Claims Paſport every eat ic _ Cztd; 

Like the fam'd Drake s once Untverſal round, : 
Shoud range the Globe, and know no Check 1 nor Bound, 
The Muſes too woud meanhy be reproacht, 

By wretched Faf#ton, or poor S, peghr deboacht. 
Laws then, nor ler ſuch empty phantoms fright ; 

But take ty go enerous Pen, fit down, and write. 


LI. ee antlaride thn our 


Play thy own Exdrt: 


Not that th' unjuſt impoſing World would ask, 
From thy kind Hands, wnreaſonable Task. 
For though Her 4/tars do not juſt with thine, 
Thou haſt Theme enough beſides, and all Drvine. 


C 2 Draw 


(C to.) 

Draw but Her BEAUT 1, paint each lovely Grace $ 

There's not one Heretick-Line in that whole FACE: + 
Face that eyn All Churches reconciles: C 
Faith but what muſt own thoſe Anget-Smiles. 
From Her bright Eyes, ſurvey Her brighter MIND, 
The Leading Virtue of Her whole fair Kind: 
Her Goodneſs, Mprcy, Charity, Her whole 
Rich Treaſury the Hoard of that Farr Soul : 
The fragrant ves thoſe kind Odours breath ; 
But above All, Her ſweeter NU P TIAL Wreath : 
Her bright Aſcendant MORALS; Subjects more 
Than Wi can reach, Heights 'where no pen can ſoar, 
Thoſe dear Demeſtick Memals of Her Reign, 
Abſtrafted from Hey loftier Temple-Trarm. 


 — 
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Nay, not to give thy own'dear Rome the Lye; 
Her warm Devotion, fo ty, Ro 
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